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I. | 
Haſte, Pious, Prudent, C the Second, 
The Miracle of thy Reſtauration, 


May like to that of Quails be reckon'd 
Rain'd on the Iſraelitick Nation; 
The wiſh'd-for Bleſſing from Heay*n ſent, 
Became their Curſe and Puniſhment. 
2. 
The Vertues in thee, C—— inherent, 
Although thy Countenance be an odd-picce 7 
Proves thee as true a God's Vicegerent 
As c're was Harry with the Codpiece: 
For Chaſtity and pious Deeds, 
His Grandſire Harry, C— exceeds. 


Our Romiſh 3 Harry, 
Eſpouſed half a dozen Wives; 
C only one reſoly'd to marry, 
And other Mens he never 
Yet hath he Sons and Daughters more, 
Than eer had Harry by threeſcore. | 
A 2 4 Ne: 


Never was ſuch a Faiths Defender, 

Hie like a politic K Prince and pious; 

Gives liberty to Conſcience tender, 
And doth to no Religion tye us. 

* Turks, Chriſtians, Papiſts, hell pleaſe us, | 
ich Moſer, Mabomer, or - 


J. 
In all Affairs of Church or State, 
He very zealous is and able, 
Devout at Prayers, and ſits up late 
At the Caball and Council- Table; 
His very Dog at Counci- Board, 
Sits grave and wiſe as any Lord. } 
6. 
Let C-— his policy no man flout, 
The wifeſt Kings have all ſome Folly ; 
Nor let his piety any doubt; 
7 like a Sovereign wiſe and holy, 
Makeryoung men judges of the Bench ” 
And 3 ſome that love a Wench. 
7. 
His Father's Foes he doth reward 
Preſerving thoſe that cut off's Head : 
Old Cavaliers the Crown's beſt Guard, 
He lets them ſtarve for want of Bread. 
Never was any King endow'd 
With ſo much Grace and — 
Blood that wears Treaſon in his Face, 
Villain compleat, in Parſon's Gown, 
How much is he at Court in Grace 
For ſtealing Ormand and the Crown ? 5 
Since Loyalty does no man good, 
Let's ſteal the King and out- do Blood. 


1 8 9 4 
A Parliament of Knaves and Sots, : 
Members by name, you muſt not mention, 


He keeps in Pay, and buys their Votes, 
Here with a Place, there with a Penſion: 

When to give money he can't cologue um, 

Hedoth with ſcorn prorogue, prorogue um. 

10. 

But they long ſince by too mueh giving, 
Undid —— and ſold the Nation; 

Making their Mem rſhips a Living, 

Better than cer was Sequeſtration. 

od give thee C—— a Reſolution 

0 


Tod 
To damn the Knaves by Diſſolution. 


1 1. 
Fame is not grounded on Succeſs, . 
Though Victories were Ceſar's Glory; 
Loſt Battels make not Pompey leſs, 
But left them ſtiled great in ſtory. 
Malicious Fate doth oft deviſe 6 
| To beat the Brave and fool the Wile. 
| i ET oc | 
RC in the firſt Durch War ſtood fair 
To have been Sovereign of the Deep; 
When Opdam blew up in the Air, 
Had not his Highneſs gone to ſleep. 
Our Fleet ſlack d IX Is, fearing his waking, 
| The Dutch elſe had been in ſad taking. 
- - + Uh | 
The Bergen Buſineſs was well-laid, - 
Though we paid dear for that Deſign: 
Had we not three days parling ſtaid, 
The Dutch Fleet there, C— had been thirie: 
Though the falſe Dane agreed to ſell um, 
He cheated us, and ſaved Skellum. 


| 14. | 
Had not C ſweetly chous'd the States, 
By Bergen baffle grown more wile, 
And made them ſhit as ſmall as Rats, 
By their rich Smyrna Fleets Surprize. 
Ha —1— Holm butcall'd in Spragg; 
Han hat! been put into a Bag: 
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15. 
Miſts, Storms, ſhort Victuals, adverſe Winds; 
| And once the Navies wiſe Diviſion, 
Defeated C — his beſt deſigns, 
Till he became his Foes Deriſion. 
But he had ſwingd the Dutch at Chattam, 
Had he had Ships but to * 1 at um. 
16. 
Our Blackheath Hoſt without diſpute, 
2 but on Board, why no man knows) 
uſt C — have rendred abſolute, 
Over his Subjects or his Foes. 
Has not the Frencb agate us Fools, 
By taking Maſtricbht with our Tools? 


17. 
But C — what 8 thy Policy be, 
To run ſo many ſad Diſaſters; 
To jdin thy Fleet with falſe D' Etrees, 
To make the French of Holland Maſters ? 
Was't Cromwell, Brother Fames, or Teague, 


That made theebreak che Triple League? 


18. 
Could Robin Viner have foreſeen 
The glorious Triumphs of his maſter, 
The Wooll-Church Statue Gold had been, 
Which now is made of Alabaſter : 
But wiſe men think had it been Waod, 
*T were for a Bankrupt K — too good. 


19. 
Thoſe that the Fabrick e, 
of it diverſly diſcourſe; 
Some pals their Cenſure of the Rider, 
Others their Judgment of the Horſe: 
Moſt ſay the Steed's a goodly thing, 
But all agree tis a lewd K | 


20. 
By the Lord Mayor and his grave Coxcombs, 
Free- man of Londen, C is made; 


When to bebel a Rich old Bor co comes? 
Which was beſtow'd on the:F rench Jade. 

t wonder not it ſhould be fo, Sirs, 

WV hen Monarchs rank n with Gtocers! . 


ringe, ſcrape, no Sb. — City Fops, i 
12 off your Feaſting and fine Speeches, 
eat up your Drums, ſhut u up your Shops, 
The Courtiers then will kiſs your Breeches. 
\rm'd, tell the Popiſh Duke that rules, 
our'e Free-born ann vot French Mules. 


ew Upſtarts, Pimps, Baſtards Whores, 
That Locuſf. Iike devour the Land, 
By ſnutting up the Exchequer Doors, 
When thicker our Money was trepan'd; 
ave rendred C his Reſtauration, 


But a ſmall Bleſſing to the Nation. 


23. 
hen C— beware of thy Brother 1— 
Who to thy Government E. 
It once we 2 to the old Spott 


Lou mu 
Where ſpight ot Wall that would reſtore y 


Grown wiſe by wrongs, we ſhall abhor you: 


24. 
If of all Chriſtian Blood the Guilt 
Cry loud for Vengeance unto Heaven; 
That Sea by treacherous Lewis ſpilt, 
Can never be by God forgiven. ' 
Worſe Scourge A his Subjects, Lord, 
Than Peſtilence, Famine, Fire or Sword: 


25. 
That falſe tapacious Wolf of France, 
The Scourge of Europe, and its Curſe; 
Who at his Subjects cry, does dauce, 
And ſtudy how to make them wotfe; 


1in both to par 3 M4373 LDN WT 


| To fi ſuch Kin Lord, rule by thee: 
W = pr igious * * 
2 


Such know no Law but their own Luſt, 
Their Subjects Subſtance, and their lood, 

| They count it Tribute due and juſt, 

| Still ſpent and ſpilt for Subjects good. 

If ſuch Kings are by God appointed, 

The D. may be the L— Anointed, 


27. 

Such Kings curſt be the Power and Name, 

| A Let all the World henceforth abhor em; 

Monſters which Knaves ſacred proclaim, 
And then like Slaves fall down before em. 

What can there be in Kings Divine ? 

The moſt are Wolves 3 or Swine, 


2 
Then farewell ſacred Majeſty, 
Let's pull all Brutiſh Tyrants down; 
When Men are born and ſtill live free, 
Here ev'ry Head doth wear a Crown. 
Mankind like miſerable Fr 


Proy'd wretched, King'd by rorksand Logs. 
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R O C HES TE Rs 
Farewell. 1680. 


TY with the noyſome Follies of the Age, 
And weary of my part I quit the Stage; 
For who in Life's dull Farce a part would 2 
Where Rogues, Whores, Bawds, all the head Actors art: 
Long I with charitable Malice ſtrove, 
Laſhing the Court, thoſe Ver min to remove, 
But thriving Vice under the Rod ſtill grew, 
As Aged Lechers _— their Luſt renew ; 
Yet tho my Life hath unſucceſsful been, 
(For who can this Avgeas Stable clean) 
My 22 end I will purſue in Death, 
And at Mankind rail with my partipg breath. 
Firſt then the Tangier Bullies muſt appear, 
With open'd Bravery, and diflemblcd Fear: 
Mul——e their Head, but Gen'ral have a care, 
Tho skill'd in all thoſe Arts that cheat the fair, 
The undiſcerning and impartial Moor, 
Spares not the Lover on the Ladies ſcote. 
hink how many periſh by one fatal ſhor, 
The Conqueſts all thy Gogglingever got. 
Think then ( as I preſume you do) how all 
The Engliſh Ladies will lament your fall; 
Scarce will there greater grief pierce every heart, 
Should Sir George Hewit, or Sir Car depart. 
Had it not better been than thus to roam, 
To ſtay and tye the Cravat- ſtring at home? 
To ſtrut, look big, ſhake Pantaloon, and ſweat 
With Hewit, Dame, there's no Action there. 
Hadſt thou no Friend that wou'd to Rouly write, 
To hinder this thy cagerneſs to fight ? 


4 That 
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| * 5 (1) 
That without danger thou a brave might'ſt be; 

ll! Asſureto be deny'd as Sbrewſ— y, 

This ſure the Ladies had not fail'd to do, 

But who ſuch Courage could ſuſpect in you? 

For ſay, what Reaſon could with you prevail, 
Tochange Embroider'd Coat fot of Mail? 
Let Plim-——+, or let Mord go hom Fate 
Has made not valiant but deſperate. 

For who could not be weary of his Life, 

Who's loſt his Money, or has got a Wife? 

To the more tolerable Alcaid of Alcazzer, 

One flies from Creditors, the other from Frazer; 
*T were cruelty to make too ſharp Remarks, 

On all the little forward fighting Sparks; 

Only poor Charles I can't but pity thee, 

When all the pert young Voluniers]I ſee. 

Thoſe Chits of War, who as much Mirth create 
As the Pair Royal of the Chits of State: 

Their Names ſhall equal all excelling Glory, 

Chit Sun——4, Chit Gad, and Chit 3. 
When thou lerit Plm—— 4, twas ſuch a Jeſt, 

As when the Brother made the ſame requeſt; 

Had Rich- but got leave as well as he 

The [eſt had been compleat and worthy thee. 
Well, ſince he muſt, he'll to Tangier advance 

It is reſolv d, but firſt let's have a Dance 

Firſt, at her Highneſs Ball he muſt appear, 5 
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And in a parting Country Dance learn there 

With Drum and Fife to make a Jigg of Wat ; 

What is of Soldier ſeen in all the heap, 
Beſides the flutt ring Feather in the Cap, 

The Scarf, and Yard or two of Scarlet Cloathi, 

From Gen'ral Malg e down to little Wroth ? 

But now they're all embark d and curſe their Fate, 
Curſe Charles that gave them leave, and much more Kate, 
Who then Tangier to England and the King 

No greater Plague, beſides her ſelf, could bring; 
And wifh the Moors, ſince now their hand is in, 

As they have got her Portion; had the Queen: There 


+. = 4 
There leave we them and back to England come, 
W hereby the wiſer Sparks that ſtay at home, 
In ſafe * by their fancy form'd, 
Tangier (like Maeſtrich} is at Windſor ſtorm'd. 
But now we talk of Maeſftrich, where is he, 
Fam'd for that brutal piece of Bravery ? 
He with his thick inpengtrable Scull, 
The ſolid, liard'ned Armour of a Fool: 
Well might himſelf to all Wars ills expoſe, 
Who (come what will yet) had no Brains to loſe. 
Vet this is he, the dull unthinking he, 
Who mult (forſooth) our future Monarch be. 
This Fool by Fools ( Armſtrong and Ver ——x led) 
Dreams that a Crown will dropupon his Head, 
By great Example he this Path doth tread, 
Following ſuch ſenſeleſs Aﬀes up and down, 
(For Saul ſought Aﬀes when he found a Crown) 
For Roſſe is riſen as Samuel at his call, 


To tell that God hath left the ambitious Saul. : 
Never ( ſays Heaven) ſhall the bluſhing Sun, 
See P, Baſtard fill the Regal Throne. | 


So Heaven ſays, but Bran ſays he ſhall, 

But whoe'r he protects is ſure to fall. 

Who can more certain of deſtruction be, 

Than he that truſts to ſuch a Rogue as he ? 

What good can come from him who York forſook, 
T' eſpouſethe Intereſt ofthis Booby Duke? 

5 But who the beſt of Maſters could deſert, ' 
Is the moſt fit to take a Traytor's part. g 
Ungrareful! This thy Mafter-piece of Sin, = 
Exceeds ev'n that with which thou didſt begin. 
Thou great Proficient in the Trade of Hell, 

Whoſe latter Crimes ſtill do thy fitſt excell 
The very top of Villany we ſeize, 
ite, By ſteps in order, and by juſt degrees. 
one Cer was perſect Villain in one day; 
The murder'd to Treaſon led the way; 
But when degrees of Villany we name, 2 
ere How can we chooſe but think on BU He 


- Thou higheſt laſt degree of 


12) 
He who through all of 1 hath boldly ran; 


Leſt ne'er a Law unbroke by God or Man. 5 
His treaſured Sins of Supererogation 

Syell to a Sum enough to damn a Nation: 

But he muſt here, per force, be let alone, 

His Acts require a Volume of their own : 

Where rankd in dreadful Order ſhall appear; 

All his Exploits from Shrew/——j to La Meer. 
But ſtay, mcthinks Ion a ſudden find, 

My Pen to treat of th' other Sex inclin'd ; 


But where in all this choice ſhall I begin? 
Where, but with the renowned Mazarine? 
For all the Bawds the Courts rank Soil doth bear; 
And Bawds and States-men grow in plenty there, 
To thee ſubmit and yield, ſhould we be juſt, 
To thy experienc'd and welktravelld Luſt ? 
Thy well-known merits claim that thou ſhouldſt be, 
Firſt in the Glorious Roll of Infamy. 
To thee they all give place, and Homage pay, 
Do all thy Leteherous Decrees obey , 
(Thou Queen of Luſt, thy Bawdy Subjects they.) 
While Suſſex, Brgg —— bill, Betty Felton come, 
Thy Whores of Honour, to attend thy Throne; 
For what proud Strumpet C er could merit more, 
Than be Anointed the Imperial V Vhore ? 
For tell me in all Ewrope where's the part, 
That is not conſcious of thy lewd deſert. 
The great Pedalian Youth, whoſe Conqueſts run 
Oer all the wprid, and crayell'd with the Sun, 
Made not his Valour in more Nations known; 
Than thou thy luſt, thy matchleſs luſt have ſhown, 
'All Climes, all Countrys do with Tribute come, 
Thou world of lewdneſs to thy boundleſs VVOmb) 

hou Sea of luſt, that never ebb doſt know, 
VVither the Rivers of all Nations flow. 
Lewd Meſſsline was but a Type of thee, 

etchery : 

For in all Ages, except her and you, | 
VV hoevex ſinn d fo high, and ſtoop d ſo low? She 


— 
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She to th Imperial Bed each Night did ufe, 
To bring the Stink of the exhauſted Stews ; 
Tir'd (but not fatisfy'd) with Man did come, 
Drunk with abundant Luſt, and reeling home. 
But thou to our admiring Age doſt ſhow | 
More Sin than innocent Rome did ever know. 3 
And having all her Lewdneſſes out-ran, 
Takes up with Devil, having tir'd Man: 
For what is elſe that Ioathſome ugly Black, 
Which you and Suſſex in your Arms do take? | 
Nor does old Age, which now rides on fo faſt 
Make thee come ſhort of all thy Lewdnefs paſt - 
Though on thy Head, Grey Hairs like AÆtuas Snow 
Are ſhed, thou'rt Fire and Brimſtohe all below. 
Thou monſtrous thing, in whom at once do rage 
The flames of Youth and Impotence of Age. | 
My Lady Dutcheſs takes the ſecond place, 
Proud with thy favour, and peculiar grace; 

V'n ſhe with all her Piety and Zeal, | | | 

he hotter flames that burn in thee does feel. 
Thou doſt into her kindling Breaſt inſpire, 
The luſtful Seeds of thy contagious fire; 
So well the Spixit and the Fleſh agree, 
Luſt and Devation, Zeal and Letchery. 
Important uls Religions made, 
By thoſe who wiſely drive the cheating Trade; 
As Wines prohibited ſecurely paſs, 
Changing the Name of their own Native place. 
So Vice grows ſafe, dreſt in Devotion's Name, 
Unqueltion'd by the Cuſtom-· houſe of Fame: 
Where. e er ſo much of Sanctity you fee, 
Be more ſuſpicious of hid Villany; 
Whoſe ever Zeal is than his Neighbour's more, 
If Man think he's a Rogue, if Woman Whore: 
And ſuch a thing art thou religious Pride, 
So very lewd, and yet ſo ſanQify'd. 
Or now the Dutcheſs take no further care 
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Since her indulgent Stars ſo kind have been, 
To ſend her Bromley and Mazarame ; 
This laſt doth baniſh'd Monmout bs place ſupply, 
And Wit ſapplanted is by Letchery 
For Monmouth he had Parts, and Wit and Senſe, 
To all which Mazarine had no pretence; 
A proof that ſince ſuch things as he prevail, 

Her Highneſs Head is lighter than her Tail. 
Bur ſtay, I Port/mouth almoſt had forgot, 
The common Theam of ev'ry rhiming Sot 
$he'll after railing make us laugh a while, 

For at her Folly who can chuſe but ſmile? 
While them who Wo her, great ſhe makes, 
And fo much pains to be deſpis'd ſhe takes. 

Goes ſauntring with her Highneſs up to Town, 
To an old Play, and in the dark come down; 
Still makes her Court to her as to the Queen, 
But ſtill is juſtled out by Mazarine, 
So much more worthy a kind Bawd is thought, 
Than ever ſhe who her from Exile brought. 
O Portſmouth, fooliſh Portſmouth! Not to take 
The offer the great Sun d did make, 
When crin ging at thy Feet; &cr Monmguth bow'd, 
The Golden Calf, that's worſhipp'd by the Crowd. 
But thou for Y k, who now deſpiſesthee, 
To leave hoth him and pow'rful Shafrſbury, 

If this is all the Policy you know 

This all the skill in States you boaſt of fo, 

How wiſely did the Countrys Laws ordain, 

Never to let the fooliſh Womea reign. 
ya. what muſt we expect, who daily ſee 
Anthinking Charles 500 E thee. 
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By Mr. Jo. Aylofl. 
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Rom the dark Stygian Lake I come, 
F To acquaint poor England with her Doom; 
Which by the infernal Siſters late, ; 
I copied trom the Book of Fate: 
And though the Scene may ſeem diſguisd, 
Tis in theſe following Lines compriz'd. 


When England ſhall forſake the Broom, 
And take the Thiſtle in the room; 
A wanton Fidler ſhall be led 
By Fate to ſhame his Maſtcr's Bed; 
rom whence a ſpurious Race ſhall grow, 
Deſign'd for Britain's overthrow. 
heſe, whilſt they do poſſeſs her Throne, 
hall ſerve all Intereſt but their own; 
and ſhall be both in Peace and V Var, 
courges unto themſelves and her. 
A brace of exil'd Youths, whoſe Fate? 
hall 0. down Vengeance on thoſe States 
hat harbour'd them abroad, muſt come 
VelkskilFd in foreign Vices home, 
And ſhall their dark deſigns to hide, 

Vith two conteſting Churches ſide; 
ill with croſs perſetuting Zeal, 
hey have deſtroy'd the Commonweal : 
hen Inceſt, Murder, Perjury, 
hall faſhionable Virtnesbe ; 
And Villanies infeſt this Ile, 
Shall make the Son of Claudi mile, 


No 


No Oaths or Sacraments hold good, 
But what are ſeald with Luſt and Blood: 


Luſt, which cold Exile could not tame, 


Nor Plague, nor Fire at home reclaim: 
For this ſhe ſhall in Aſhes mourn, 

From Europe's Envy turn her ſcorn, 

And curſe the day that &er gave Birth 


To Cecil, or to Monk on Earth. 


But as I onwards ſtrove to look, 
The angry Siſter ſhut the Book, 
And ſaid, No more that fickle State 
Shall know no further of her Fate; 
Her future Fortunes mult be hid, 
Till her known Ills be remedied ; 
And ſhe to thoſe Reſentments come, 
That drove the Tarquins out of Rome; 


Or ſuch as did in fury turn 
The Afjrian's Palace to his Urn. 
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